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blizzard which hit us when a few miles away from
the Gateway. We were working against Shack-
leton's averages and dates; this blizzard had not
only put us behindhand but had made the surfaces
upon which we were to make up for lost time
appalling, I am sure that tremendous pull to the
Gloudmaker took it out of the men frightfully, and
much more than was realized at the time* Scott
had the strongest team, including Wilson, Gates and
Seaman Evans. They took more care with their
runners than any other team, often unloading and
turning up their sledge in camp to get rid of any
ice; they impressed one to watch them on the
march : there was a solidity and rhythm about
them and when they faced and man-handled their
sledge you felt it just had to come ; but Gates was
limping slightly from an old wound in South Africa
on the top of the Glacier, and Atkinson, who knew
him best, told me he did not want to go on. Some-
times during those Glacier marches we felt when
we camped that we could not go on again. It was
the lunch mug of tea which did it; it lasted me
just one and a half hours and they were the best
part of the day's march. After some days the
doctors, Wilson and Atkinson, had a talk with Scott
that we must have a more definite routine.

Scott had settled on man-hauling, and we plugged
up that Glacier against time, in fine weather and
in thick; no party returned or could return by
the same way they had gone^up. For instance, we
left our Middle Glacier Depot somewhere under
the Gloudmaker without getting proper laud beaj>
ings for it: we had to, the clouds were down
the mountains. Some day, evety mile